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The heir of all the ages that have passed, The finest product of the olden time, "Who grasps the world within his nervous hands* Euled o'er by none and yet excelling all, The strongest aye in body, health, and mind, Most generous-handed, largest-hearted man.
I do not say the best that God can make,
Only as yet the best, the flower of all
Our hating, loving, sad humanity.
Though what the ripened fruit will be God knows,
By whom all's made that ever yet was made.
The vital spark that kindles in our veins, As germ that quickens in the egg, is Norman, Of this we boast and ever proudly strive To prove our pedigree pure Norman blood. The Saxon strain we blush for, being dull, Inert, without the fierce virility That urged the Norman on to high emprise And crowned him king of men.
The shield's obverse
Is this.   Now turn it round and see.   You start. The difference indeed is very great. Here polished, bossed, and beautiful.   There foul. Rust-blackened, thongs  and velvet padding worn, - Eaten of worms.
That old sea race of kings, About the time when Norman William seized And held the English land, still habited